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Magic Month
By Lola S. Morgan
This is the month of magic days!
Oh girls and boys
Clasp hands and dance
While springtime joys
And young romance
Reach out their eager hands to you!

The sky is clear
And early flowers
Cry, “Spring is here
With April hours!”

This is the month of magic days!
This is the month of magic nights!
Each wandering breeze
With sweet perfume

Sighs, “Lilac trees
Are now in bloom!”

Oh dreaming youth, the world is yours!
Leave books behind
The moon’s above;
Go forth and find
Your April love!

This is the month of magic nights!
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She Loves to Ride the Sky
e By Dorothy G. Robins
The writer began riding in airplanes
at the age of eleven. She’s not out of
her teens yet, if you want to know.

tially resumed.

She gives us a graphic description of

transport and for a short while had complete con-

how it feels to ride the air at night!

trol.

I was taken up in a consolidated

I was very much impressed by the import-

ance of my achievement until | was told that a large

[ was very excited! This was to be my first
flight and I was eleven years old. I doubt if there
was a prouder, happier child in the whole world.

How small the earth seemed and how rapidly it
was moving! I kept looking from one window then
the other, finally deciding to sit with the pilot. He
was one of the army’s most talented birdmen and
was probably vastly amused by my enthusiasm.
I looked at the instrument panel and controls.

Ambition surged within me! I would learn to fly!
Of course, neither my present pilot nor any of his
successors had any intention of teaching me. Flight
after flight I enjoyed, and on each one I studied
the various uses of the instruments. Some time my
chance would come.

I was about sixteen years old when my patience
was finally rewarded. My pilot was an old friend
of the family, so I asked him to let me try to keep

the plane on an even keel. Much against his better judgment, he allowed me to hold the stick for a
few minutes. I managed to keep the plane fairly
steady, but the pilot did not have enough confidence
in me to let me try anything else.
That was my last flight for two and one-half
years.

We moved to Washington where planes

were inaccessible. I had planned to study aeronautics, but my mother objected so I abandoned
any such ambitions.
When I was nineteen my father was transferred
back to an army post and my flying career was par-
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transport is the easiest type plane to fly. Those
darned piolts just didn’t give my ego a chance to
over-develop.

Since then I have made only one flight. I was
taken up late one summer night for the only hop I
have ever made after dark. Perhaps it seems strange

to you that I had never been up at night. There
was no particular reason—I just hadn’t been. I
didn’t expect any unusual thrill—but I had one!
I was suspended over a black hole! In fact, there

were black holes on either side of me. I didn’t know
which end was up. The street-lights below were
like constellations; I couldn’t tell them from stars!
It was a strange sensation and a beautiful one.
There was no moon but there were millions of
stars. There was no horizon; I seemed to be floating inside a large globe. Oh, it was lovely! I felt
the loneliness, the absolute solitude of the skies. I
grew nearer myself than I have ever been before or
since. I wondered if death were something like this

and if I were snatching a bit of Heaven now!
The flight was suddenly over.

It seemed that we

had only been up a few minutes when we started
down, and I was brought from aesthetic contempla-

tion to a realization of my own personal discomfort.
My ears ached dreadfully! It was on that flight
that I learned to blow my nose to relieve this ache.

That is the story of my flying experiences up to
the present day. When warm weather comes again
I shall resume my attepts at piloting. Eventually,
I’m going to fly!

My Neighbor and My Dog
e By Lola S. Morgan
When a Chow gets mixed up with a
lady from New York, things pick up
m any neighborhood. Read this story
of dogs and guns—then get a tiger for
a nice tame pet!

and turned her two dear little dogs loose to frolic
in the yard. In this “sweet little town” there would
be no need for anything like an old-fashioned fence!
That’s what she thought! She didn’t know Pan!
On my word of honor, I never found a chain, col-

I: seems to me that all good and famous men
write articles about their dogs.
I am not
famous, not particularly good, and not even a man,

but I believe that you’d like to hear my story.
You see, my dog was “different.” I didn’t think
much about this, but the neighbors did.

lar, or rope from which that dog couldn’t break
loose. A window was no impediment at all! As
soon as I saw those two white “window-washers”
leaping among the lilies I wrote a mental “finis”
across the bridge games. I knew what was coming!

In fact,

they thought out loud and not in English that one
publishes in educational magazines.
My dog was a Chow, and I called her Pandora because she was curious even as a pup. Naturally,

ONE DAY, while I was peacefully doing dishes,
I heard some harsh words. Looking out the window I saw Mrs. Smith throwing rocks at my dog.
“T’ll get you yet,” she shouted and ran into the

this was shortened to “Pan” and, while I was think-

house only to reappear with a revolver.
Bang! bang! Pan raced around barking madly.

ing of the mythical god playing his flute in green
meadows, the neighborhood children were calling
my dog “Dish-pan” and “Pie-pan.” It’s an awful
job to nourish a poet’s heart in a noisy nieghborhood!

If you can judge a master by his dog, I must have
been a terror! Pan was! Even I, blind to many
of her faults, had to admit that she wasn’t exactly
a gentle little playmate! There wasn’ a dog for
miles around who didn’ run when she growled.
However, there were times when she was quite

friendly.

To touch on that briefly, I shall only re-

mark that there are still a number of blue-tongued

police-dogs in that section, each a record of Pan’s
promiscuity.
Soon after I acquired Pan, I also acquired a new

neighbor.

‘This lady, whom we shall call Mrs.

Smith, came from New York and never allowed you
to forget it. She was a great believer in perpetual
youth, and liked to act kittenish when she wasn’t

too busy being dignified. She played contract
bridge almost as well as she thought she did, which
is acompliment for any woman. Last but not least,
she had two dogs! They were supposed to be canine
aristocrats, but looked like plain poodles to me.
From the foregoing description, you can see that
Mrs. Smith would be an addition to any neighborhood. In our very proletarian one she was quite
outstanding.

She remodeled the house next door,

built a fish-pond as large as a small swimming pool,

Mrs. Smith said words no lady from New York
should even think of. She ran into the house once
more and came back with a shotgun. Pan looked
at her the length of the yard, shooting wildly.
You probably think it was cowardly of me not
to interfere.

My friends! despite the arsenal, that

lady was hitting everything but my dog!

The

street was filled with frightened people whose fear

did not prevent their enjoying this “dignified” entertainment.
“Tl show you!” she shouted, shaking her fist in

my direction.
Everything grew quiet. Pan was now ready to
come into the house. Peace descended—but not
for long.
The doorbell rang.
two policemen!

I answered it.

There stood

“You have been reported as the owner of a vicious dog,” one of them said.
“By the lady next door?” I queried. I was both
angry and frightened but I smiled sweetly.
“Yeh! How about it?”
“Why,” I said softly and stared at him soulfully,
“you can’t believe all she says. Just look at my dog
and see if you think she appears dangerous.”

I called Pan, held her securely so she wouldn’t
bite him, and gazed into the policeman’s eyes. I
thus received part of the examination myself!
“You know,” I murmured, “dogs do fight. She
Page five

should build a fence around her yard.” I touched

his arm appealingly and prayed that the spirit of
Cleopatra would aid me.
“Yes,” he said, “of course she should.

I'll tell

her. However...”
“You know,” I interrupted gently, “she isn’t ‘all
there’.” I touched my head significantly. “She has
been shooting all kinds of guns.”

“Was she really?”
“Oh dear, yes! I do wish you'd tell her not to
do it in the city limits. There is a statute, isn’t
there?”
“Sure, Miss, I’ll get her told.

Come on, Fred.”

That is the story of my neighbor and my dog,
not to mention a certain young policeman.

Mrs.

Smith now has a fence around her yard—but we
aren’t playing bridge any more!

Comics? | Love ‘em!
e By Martha C. Rockey
Our statf member flaunts her praises
of the comics—and she seems to prefer the comics that appear in the
“Dayton Evening Herald.” She illus-

Another method is to fold the whole comic sheet
in half cross-wise, and read first the top half and

trates her technique in reading “Pop-

then the bottom.

eye’ and the rest of ’em.

HERE is one type of literature that appeals
to me more than any other. You may laud
Homer’s Odyssey, you may speak in hushed tones of

the sublimity of Shakespeare’s Hamlet, but I shall
turn a deaf ear.
strip!

I sing the praises of the lowly comic

Every evening I wait impatiently for the muffled thud which announces to all and sundry that
the newest edition of the Herald has arrived.
Our newsboy is a lad of rare genius. He will undoubtedly be, when he is older, one of those misguided individuals who make up puzzles to be used
in the Sunday School leaflets. He can fold a newspaper into such a variety of shapes and forms that
a human of normal mentality can only succeed in
unfolding it after five minutes of hard labor.
After the paper is completely opened, I place it
carefully on the floor behind the winged chair,

where no dogs or neighbor’s children can wade
through it.
There are various ways of reading a comic strip.

The most widely used method is to sit firmly in a
chair, grasping the extreme edges of the paper and
holding the arms at a one-hundred-and-eighty degree angle and parallel to the floor. There is, however, the terrible strain on the arms and the danger
of getting a stiff neck while trying to read the botom strip.
Page six

‘This necessitates removing the

comic sheet from the rest of the paper, and may result in a stroke when your father finds that the
article he is reading is continued on the back of the
page which you have so casually removed.
My favorite method of reading is to spread the

paper neatly on the floor, behind the chair, and then
lie flat on my stomach, chin in hands and feet waving madly in the air. In this somewhat undignified position I am assured of complete comfort and
privacy, and am free to follow the adventures of
Little Orphan Annie and Dick Tracy at my leisure.
And what, indeed, does a noble work by Dickens,

or Poe, or Shakespeare contain that a comic sheet
does not possess?
Tragedy? What could be more heartbreaking
than the vision of Little Orphan Annie trudging
wearily along through the rain, hungry and tired,
her poor blistered feet keeping her in constant
agony? I actually get a lump in my throat when I
see Mutt traveling horizontally through the air,
propelled by his wife’s rolling pin. And what could
appeal more to one’s inner self than this melancholy
“M’love, use discretion?”

Excitement? How about the hair-raising adventures of Tarzan of the Apes? Or the breath-taking
maneuvers of Officer 6% during his latest bicycle
race?

Or, most important of all, the way in which

hawk-nosed Dick Tracy miraculously escapes death
at the hands of myriads of evil-eyed, leering scions
of the underworld?
Do you mention Jove? Ponder for a moment on

the arduous wooing of Archie and Rosie, or the

persistent patience of bottle-nosed Mac in his struggle for Tillie’s dainty hand!
And as for appeal to the epicurean pleasures,
think how your mouth waters when you see the
Katzenjammer Kids lustily devouring those luscious pies and three-tiered cakes which they so

skillfully pilfer. Or, allow your mind to wander to
those tender, juicy hamburgers with which Wimpy
is so constantly regaling himself!
Therefore, let other folks have their Chaucer and

their Poe, but with the light of true literary appreciaion glowing in my eyes, I shall shout to all who
approach me, “Give Me Popeye or Give Me Death!”

THE WORLD CATHOLIC PRESS
EXHIBITION
The World Catholic Press Exhibition,
which will be held at the Vatican this year,
opens May 12.
The Catholic School Press of the United
States will have a separate and distinct exhibit in connection with the display arranged by the United States National Committee. This committee was authorized by
Count Dalla Torre, editor of Osservatore
Romano and chairman of the central organ-

izing committee in charge of The World
Catholic Press Exhibition.
Thanks to the courtesy of J. L. O’Sullivan,
Director of The Catholic School Press Association, The Exponent Magazine has been in-

cluded in The Catholic School Press Exhibit
of The World Catholic Press Exhibition.
We felt all along that we couldn’t be kept
Had it been necessary
we would have used Il Duce himself to
out of that exhibit.
muscle in it!
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Sir! I'll Call a Policeman!
@ By Bob Wharton
A story with a lesson that young men
might learn before they go to the res-

cue of sobbing sisters who dab at their
eyes to brush away sorrowing tears.
They may be in trouble—but you better keep out of it.

;

HE reflected glints of the setting sun flashing
in her hair first attracted Hartley.

He was

absently inundating a sorry-looking doughnut in a
cup of muddy coffee as he gazed morosely out of

the dirty restaurant window at the back of her
shapely head.
“T’l betcha she’s got a funny looking nose!” mut-

tered Hartley aloud.

“No girl could have such a

lovely head and still have as lovely a face!”

“Who, me?” asked the waiter, bending solicitously toward Hartley.
“Huh?” asked the startled Hartley, turning toward the gaping waiter. Suddenly realizing that
he had spoken his thoughts aloud, Hartley snorted
and made a face at the waiter.
“No, not you, ugly-mug!” he snapped, shoving
the derisively grinning face away. “So help me,
you get uglier every day, you good-for-nothing
hash-slinger !”
“Yeah!” retorted the waiter. “At least I do my
work well, Mr. Star Reporter!

That’s more than

you can say about the stuff you’ve been writing for
the Clarion these days. Why, you haven't had a decent story for weeks.

Instead, you just mope

around all day, eating and gazing out of the windows.

Why don’t you try to...”

“Nuts!” interrupted Hartley. “I could find news
if I wanted to find it, but what’s the difference?”

“Yeah!” sneered he waiter with his stereotyped
report, “your city editor was in here yesterday, and
he said you couldn’t even find a feature story, let
alone write it.”
“Oh, he did, did he?” snapped Hartley, with an
exaggerated grimace. “Well, look out of the window, ugly-mug! There’s a feature story right there.
And what’s more—I’m gonna get that story!”
The waiter turned and followed Hartley’s gaze
until he perceived the girl standing at the curb. A
well-dressed young man had stopped at her side
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and was speaking to her. Hartley’s eyes had not
left her face as he was talking to the waiter.
Hartley had noticed with interest the way she
tossed her head and turned her back to the young
man. He wasn’t sure whether there was an interesting story in the incident or not. He had said so
merely to silence the impudent waiter who had
spoken with the frankness of many years’ acquaintance.
He wasn't

sure, that is,

until

she turned her

head so that he could see her profile.

When she

did so he whistled in surprise and admiration.

“Man, oh man! that lassie belongs on the
screen!”

Unwinding his long legs from around the stool,
Hartley flung a dime on the counter and propelled
his ungainly form out of the restaurant to a place
on the curb near the girl.
“If you don’t go away,” he heard her say to the
young man, “I'll call a policeman!”
Hartley was about to step forward to offer his
assistance, but the arrival of the Pinewood bus,

which stopped at the girl’s signal, prevented him.
She swung aboard without hesitation and determinedly chose a seat on the far side of the bus. The
young man seemed to be struggling with some
mighty problem. Suddenly he shrugged his shoulders and clambered into the bus.

Hartley’s elongated figure was right behind him.
The young man went directly back to where the
girl was minutely engrossed in something outside
of the window and sat down beside her.

Frowning thoughtfully, Hartley followed him and
took the seat directly behind them.
He narrowly watched the young man, who
seemed to be gazing wistfully at the beautiful profile of the girl beside him.
“Pardon me,” he heard the young man say in a
slightly choked voice, “but . . .”

“Sir!” interrupted the girl, turning up her adorable nose, “if you persist in bothering me, I’ll have
the driver put you off!”
“But—but . . .” stammered the young man, “I
don’t mean to bother you, I just. . .”

Excuse me,” interrupted Hartley firmly, “if that
guy is bothering you I’ll poke ’im in the nose!”
“T’d greatly appreciate it,” said the girl, haughtily turning to the helpful Hartley, perceiving merely another bothersome male, “if you would mind
your own business.”
For a moment the glory of her great brown eyes
bathed Hartley in a blissful radiance that rendered
him incapable of thinking. However, her pointed
remark finally sank in, and Hartley sank back, only
slightly discomfited. He would have suffered any
pain to have her merely Jook at him again. He still
kept a watchful and protective gaze directed upon
her and the young man.
A moment later he perceived the young man slip
his arm up over the back of her seat. Setting his
jaw, Hartley watched her move closer to the window. He leaned forward and tapped the young
man on the shoulder.
“Look here, buddy! Leave her alone or it will
be my painful duty to drag you out in the aisle and
sit on you!”
|
Hartley was never more surprised in his life when
the girl’s brown eyes turned fully to meet his—
angrily:
“Mind your own business, sir!”
“She must think that I’m trying to flirt, too,”
muttered Hartley dazedly to himself. Just then,
however, the girl got to her feet and prepared to
’

leave the bus.

Without hesitation, this time, the

young man followed immediately after her. Hartley awkwardly followed suit and got off of the bus.
He saw the girl enter a little café, followed doggedly by the young man. Growing angry, Hartley entered the café in time to see her choose a table in a
corner. He saw the young man draw a chair up to
her table without invitation.
Intent upon protecting her against her own will,
Hartley went to the table directly beside theirs and
sat down.
The young man spoke to her once, but she pretended as though he weren’t even there and carefully scanned the menu.

sigh she closed it and gazed at the young man’s

bowed head.
“It’s delicious!” Hartley heard the young man

murmur. The girl tossed her head and gathered
up her gloves.
“T don’t care!” she answered defiantly, but Hart-

ley wondered if it was actually a tear that he saw
in her eyes.

Hartley half rose in his seat as he saw the young
man’s hand steal forward and suddenly close over
hers.
“Won’t you have some dessert?” he heard the
young man ask as she struggled to release her hand.
“T know that you haven’t enough money.”
Hartley was on his feet and nearly at the table
when she answered:
“No, I don’t, Danny, and I wish you’d leave me
alone!” Suddenly the girl was crying and the young
man had leaped to his feet and had gathered her
- into his arms.

Hartley stood in shocked surprise as he heard the
young man say:
“I’m sorry for what I said, Betty. Won’t you
come home? I miss you so. The little house ain’t
the same without you.

I’ve already seen your

mother this morning and she sent your clothes and
things back.”
Hartley saw her lovely head nod almost imperceptibly upon the young man’s shoulder, and then
he grinned to himself as he saw the young man
gleefully pick up her gloves and escort her, still
tearful, but smiling through her tears this time.
“Man and wife!” muttered Hartley dazedly, and
then sat down at his table again.

“Gimme some coffée and doughnuts!” Hartley
mumbled listlessly to the waitress—and then he
folded up.

A moment later they were eating, and Hartley

perceived the entreating glances that the young
man cast at the girl. He also perceived the quick
glances that she stole at the young man, and he began to become puzzled.

The young man ordered dessert, and Hartley saw
the girl extract two coins carefully from her purse
in order to pay the waitress. She gazed at the dessert that the young man was so nonchalantly eating, and then looked into her purse again. With a
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He Loved and He Lost!
® By Richard Kappeler
One man ruins another man’s life by
stealing love from his hearth. The victim never whimpered. He loved and he
lost! When an opportumty came to
strike and get even, did the victim take
revenge?

vulgar managers, and the other dummies,” Bob
laughed mirthfully.
“Right you are, Granny,” Ferris grinned.
“Have you heard anything about—about her?”
“No; no, Bob, I didn’t.

HE two men sat in cozy armchairs, blowing
smoke at the flickering log fire. It was rather
a well-to-do apartment that Bob Landis rented, afforded by a high-salaried position. Bob worked at
the First National Bank.
The two were close
friends, each having considerable faith in the other.
Ferris Coreling sat slouched in the big chair, a
“Tom and Jerry” in his hands. He was talking.
“Well, Bob, guess I better be scramming for
home.”

“Well if you must. Let’s see—one o’clock is
kind-a late. Hum! tempus fugits, yeh?”
“Yes, one more glass and I must be going.”
“Haven't seen you for so long that I hate to see
you go. Are you staying in the city long?”
“Perhaps. I really don’t know.”
“How’s the going, Ferris?” Bob asked paternally.
“A little rough, but I’m faring well enough I
guess,” Ferris replied, his eyes shifting a bit.
Bob surveyed him keenly. He could tell just how
he had fared. The worn and shiny suit spoke it
better than words. Ferris never was a good liar.
Bob could always read him like a book.
“I say, old man, if you ever need help—if I can

help now—don’t be afraid to say so.”
“No, thanks just the same. I am pretty low right
now but I'll get along. The breaks are bound to
come my way. Somebody will hear about me or
I'll find something,” Ferris said light-heartedly.

“T gather that what you need is publicity. Well!
that’s what one needs in that racket. Have you got
a manager now?”
“Yep, he’s a fairly good man but his hands are
tied—can’t get any of the big theatres to even give
him an appointment to see them.”
“By the way, how’s the kid, Ferris?”
“Doing swell, Bob—stays with my mother.”
“Yes, it’s best that way. It's no life for a kid,
around foul-mouthed stage-hands, coarse chorines,
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God knows where she

went after she got her divorce. You know, when I
look back at it all, it surely is ironical. I loved her
with all my heart.

But I took the stand that I beat

her up and deserted her so she could get that divorce
without trouble.
“It was fine of you to take the burden like that—
let people think it was your fault.”
“Why not, Bob? My reputation means nothing
to me, I’m through!

I can stand being called a

wife-beater, but she’s still young—beautiful, and
she has a chance to start over again. We who love
her won’t spoil her chance, will we, Bob?”

“And it was all my fault. I steal your wife from
you and still we are friends. You are the finest and
biggest man I know. I sure am a cad. I didn’t
keep her very long as she soon tired of me. So we
both are left out in the cold.”
“Don’t say that it was your fault. It just happened—that’s all.”
“But it’s true, Ferris.

“I remember the night you

invited me for supper. At that time you and your
wife weren’t getting along very well.”
Bob’s eyes tried to convey his regret and to speak

the contriteness he felt in his heart more than
words than words could.

But Ferris’ eyes were

hard and brittle, his complexion turning darker with
Bob’s every word.
“I just happened to come along at the wrong

time. I’m not trying to excuse myself. The whole
escapade was like a dream.
me, too, did | wake up.

Only after she left

I saw then what I must

have done to you. Now I realize how thoughtlessly I have ruined your life and your son’s too. I’m
so very sorry, and I|’m trying to make it up to you
in a very small way.”
“Forget it, Bob. It was just Fate! It was just as
much my fault as anybody’s. I grew cold and let
her slip away from me. But we were sensible
enough that we didn’t let that break up our friendship, weren’t we, Bob?”

Ferris arose and stamped out his cigarette viciously.

served.

“Must be going,” he murmured darkly.
“Vl walk part of the way with you if you don’t
mind,” Bob spoke up, going for the overcoats.
“Oh, sure! ‘Taking a deposit to the bank?”

did Ferris have to use the cloak of friendship?
Again he reflected. It was the same method he
had used.

“Yep, I'll just drop it in the night safe.

I was on

my way there when you came along. Should have
got rid of it long time ago.”
“Ts it a big deposit?” Ferris asked carelessly
while adjusting his Stetson.
“Quite a roll this week.

I hope nothing happens.

I have to pass some bad corners.”
“It would be tough if someone held you up,

wouldn’t it?”
“It would ruin me. I could never make it good.
And probably they wouldn’t believe me, especially
since l’ve waited so late to deposit it. I’m glad
you’re going along part of the way.”

“Well, in that case I’ll go all the way.”
THEY TRUDGED on through the dark, slipping in and out of shadows. Conover street was the
worst street. It was very poorly lighted and dark
as ebony. Only an occasional lighted window and
the glow of cigarettes broke the blackness of the
night.
Suddenly a figure barred their way.

Bob’s heart

He had ruined Ferris’ life and now the

tables were turned.

But it was a hard blow. Why

He glanced quickly at the thug as he felt rough
hands draw his last chance for happiness, honesty,
and respectability from his pocket. He had to save
the money.

He threw himself desperately at the

thug. The thought of Ferris’ double-cross inflamed
him and doubled his fury.
He grappled with someone, faintly remembering Ferris tugging at his arm and saying harshly,
“Bob, don’t be a fool!”
A heavy blow sent him reeling. He lay stunned,
dazed, his muscles paralyzed. Tears of defeat and
vitreous anger seared his inflamed cheeks. He tried
to rise. Ferris was standing over him calmly, a
peculiar quirk to his lips as he faced the burglar.

Then a deep voice rang out right behind the
burglar, coming towards them.
“Hands up there! Drop that gun!’
He saw Ferris quickly pick up the hastily dropped
gun and cover the bandit. Somebody had come to
rescue him from Ferris and the bandit.
Bob smiled to himself. Maybe it was the police.
He felt himself slipping away.

sank with a sickening gasp. He was strangely con-

to maintain his senses.

scious of Ferris’ unperturbed calmness.

not come.

“Hands up, gentlemen!

Let’s take a peek at de

wallets. Wat’s dis? A payroll? Boy, what a
haul!”
Bob whispered hurriedly in despair:

He strove gallantly

Still the invisible help did

‘The voice seemed to be right next to

him. Why didn’t the mysterious ally come forward? ‘Then he slipped into absolute darkness.
THE NEXT evening he awoke to find himself in

“Ferris, do something. This’ll ruin me!”
He saw out of the corner of his eye that Ferris
was smiling at him with an amused glance. Then
he suddenly thought:
“Why, you big nut! He won’t help you. He
probably hired this man to do this. He knew it
would ruin me!”
He thought he saw Ferris wink at the thug. And

and heard him moving about in the kitchen. He
was puzzled. He saw the evening paper at his bedside and picked it up to read about his adventures
and the scathing suspicions that would probably
be said about his losing his payroll. He read the
headlines
:

he had been fool enough to believe that Ferris had
forgiven him. Well, after all, this was what he de-

VENTRILOQUIST FOOLS BANDIT
AND SAVES A BANK DEPOSIT

his bed.

He saw Ferris’ hat and coat on the chair,
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Romantic Rolling Road
e By Dan Hobbs
The hectic adventures
of two daring
Dayton debaters—Dan Hobbs and
Marion Hay—in the “Land of the
Palms.” The article is an interesting
travelog of the Southland.

en’s hats.

By the time we recover from the dag-

ger deluge directed at us by fellow passengers we

are in Lexington, where we soon verify the aforementioned qualifications of the state, although we

W E’RE OFF!*

Amid driving rain drops

and the cheers of thousands—well, one old

gink was waving at somebody—our rubber-tired
steed takes to the wide, open highway (at least it
was open), bound for the sunny Southland. Our
great adventure had begun. Who could tell what
would befall us ere we again set eyes on our mother
metropolis? Thrust upon the whims of fate, with
nothing to guide us but the road signs and a good
line of chatter, except for the fact that we are riding a bus, we decide to grasp Time by the forelock
and prove that it’s only a toupee.
As we roll smoothly over the far-reaching asphalt, the shower ceases and the smiling face of old
Sol once again favors our section of the universe.
While the picket fence of telephone poles flashes
by we settle down for a tedious journey far into the

country in the direction of the equator. Our destination is Cincinnati..
Suddenly snapping out of a hazy day dream, I am
startled by the muffled roar of some gigantic engine, and instinctively duck my head. On second
thought I decide to look around, and, to my relief
and subsequent disgust, find the object of my fright
to be nothing more than a full-throated snore in
the part of my traveling companion, who is in the
enveloping arms of Morpheus. To such accompaniment we bounce our way into the “beer city” and to
our initiation into forensic competition for our traveling season.
Kentucky! The state of fast horses and beautiful women. With two contests behind us we enter
the land of the hill-billy and the mint julep. Just

to feel at home we let out a few yodels and break
into the first stanza of “She’ll Be Comin’ ’Round
the Mounting.” ‘Break’ is the right word, for our
voices fall flatter than this season’s style in wom*Author’s Note: Don’t interpret literally.
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see nary a horse, and proceed to the field of battle.
Our sojourn in the Bluegrass country lasts but
three days, during which time I wear blue-colored
glasses so as to avoid being disillusioned. In our
further observations we mark the fact that many of
the inhabitants have one leg shorter than the other,
and many times both legs are short! Thus we can
tell on which side of the mountain each individual
lives, and which people live on top. The valley
dwellers, of course, necessarily possess long legs.
Gliding over the foothills of the Great Smokies,
we proceed Florida-ward, and after a day and a
night of travel arrive in Chattanooga at the unseemly hour of 1:30 a.m. Up bright and early the
next morning 11:30, we cheerfully report to our

host, eat a hearty meal, and embark ona sightseeing tour up Lookout Mountain, which the Federal soldiers courageously seized from the JohnnyRebs after it had been evacuated. Scorning to purchase ready-made photographs, we produce our
own camera, and, in our most professional manner
proceed to perpetuate a few of the more attractive

scenes (including our pictures, of course) available
to view. Finally completing one roll of film, I expertly decide that our camera isn’t functionnig up
to standard, and so take out the film and unroll it

to find the difficulty. Something must have been
wrong, for I later found that none of the pictures
registered. The atrocities these camera companies
perpetrate are something horrible!
Our goal has been reached. We are in Florida!
With upturned collars—it’s raining—and watersquirting footgear, we take in the sights of the city,

which is the only thing left unlocked at night. My
colleague having had he audacity to pack along a

raincoat, I am the only one receiving the full benefit of the soapless shower, much to the disadvantage
of the crease in my trousers. The hotel room being
our only refuge, we spend the night there instead
of at the corner drug store drinking Coca-Colas.
Our reception at the State College for Women is

very commendable, to say the least. Being consigned to the care of one of the many sororities, we
again take in the sights of the city, under more favorable conditions. Finally we meet our hostess for
the visit, the president of the senior class. Upon
being introduced, I stumble over my left pedal extremity and bash my head against the flower stand.
Whereupon, everybody laughs. During the course
of conversation I knock my head against the stand
twice more just to be certain of being the life of the
party. At dinner we experience for the first time in
our short, uneventful lives, the sensation of being
stared at by 1700 young ladies. I am sorry that
the waitress does not serve spaghetti, so I can really
exhibit my prowess, but no such opportunity is

rise to register a formal protest, the bus pulls to a
stop and the object of my indignation relieves us of
his presence. His place is taken by a Southern
belle, who, upon questioning, proves to be a chewer
of nothing worse than Wrigley’s.
In the next debate we are seized by a morbid fear.
It seems that bus riding is not precisely the best
method of retaining a press in one’s clothes. Consequently, as we take the rostrum to deliver our side
of the argument, we quake inwardly for fear that

afforded.
The next morning, to our combined surprise, we

barrassment is fortunately averted.
Today we are very happy because we are beginning the last lap of our journey, our destination being “home.” As we sit in the bus awaiting de-

take the decision rendered by the audience of feminine collegians. It is with a lump in our eyes and
tears in our throats that we bid farewell to the fair
city of Tallahassee—
it has such beautiful palm
trees!
Our twelve-lunged Greyhound swiftly ferries us
across the red-clay flats of Georgia, up to Macon,
which, by the way, is in Georgia. Here we stop for
the night, engaging in a debate as a sideline. We
are afterward glad that we did, for our record is
substantially bettered, it now standing at three
wins, one loss, one tie, and three non-decisions. The

sweet strains of “Sentimental Gentleman from
Georgia” are wafted on the clear morning air as we
take our departure the subsequent day.
In Columbia, S. C., it so happens, by the purest
freak of chance, that we meet some of the very dear
friends of one of our faculty members back home.

If we hadn’t gone to the address given us we would
probably have missed them altogether. Our stay
is ultra-delightful, and marred only by the thought
of the impending forensic struggle. Following due
inspiration by our faculty member’s friends, we
sally out to do battle, sans notes, sans everything
but undaunted courage. Imagine our rage in discovering that the debate is called off because of the
lack of an audience!
The remainder of our bus journey is comparatively uneventful, except for the fact that I am
seated immediately behind a red-necked son-of-thesoil, who insists on chewing a huge quid of plug-cut
and ejecting, periodically, pint quantities of a queer

brown liquid through the open window.

Just as I

one of our audience will demand that we stand

while we talk, and we will be forced to reply that
we are standing, but that our trousers choose to re-

main in a seated position.

But an understanding

attitude is present in our listeners, and further em-

parture, the driver, as a matter of course, begins his

rounds of ticket collecting. Being in a gladsome
mood, I cheerfully greet him as he approaches.
“Guten Morgen!” I say, falling into my old Irish
brogue.

To which I get the curt information, “You’re on
the wrong bus.”
My ire stirred, I very wittily counter with, “Oh,
yeah ?”
Since all the fellow can think to say is, “Yeah!”
we conclude that the argument is ours, and so non-

chalantly change to the proper bus.
And now, we'll soon reach Dayton, with our
dozen debates but memories. And, whatever the

climate and beauty of the southern cities, we still
maintain that the Air City tops them all, and, coming ino sight of our home town, our very instincts
verify that opinion.

However, we decide between

ourselves that a gradual breaking away from the
habit of bus-riding will be necessary in order to
prevent nervous disorders. Consequently, we contemplate attaching reducing machines to our bedposts to shake us during the night, while a blaring
air horn emits terrific shrieks at regular intervals.
Also, habit will necessitate the hurried carrying to
and fro of weighted traveling bags in the morning
and in the evening, until we can see fit to break off
entirely. But, one must face such realities when
one undertakes to travel, especially if one doesn’t
carry enough change in one’s pocket to tip a porter.
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Why Starving Musicians
® By M. J. Hillenbrand
The author is not a musician. He belreves, however, that appreciation and
technical knowledge are not inseparable. He had the good fortune to listen
to most of the leading symphony orchestras of the country.

Hvee

December of every year finds a sob-

bing appeal gushing from the Metropolitan
Opera business office. Great Madame Butterflies,
Mimis, Carmens donate service and voice to fill out

the bridge programs of half-baked but wealthy

Long-Islanders. The New York Times, followed
by the Herald Tribune, prints an editorial urging
financial aid to the opera as an integral portion of
Manhattan culture; and even special radio pro-

grams ballyhoo the needs of the musical drama—
all propaganda which is certainly not artistic, but
all for the sake of art, for the maintenance of art.

During the 1934 season of the World’s Fair, Chicagoans and visitors packed every concert presented
by the Detroit and Chicago Symphonies, with Ford
cars and Swift hams handing out the weekly paychecks.
This apparently anomalous situation of musicians
begging for people, and people clamoring for musicians, unravels when the dividing line of admission
price appears between the respective beggings and
clamorings. Americans, or at least some of them,
will pay car fare to hear the philharmonic; but few

will pay car fare and also pay to hear the philharmonic.
People attend free concerts because they are free,

not because they may be good; and when the optimists bleet about advancing cultural standards, they

forget that social pride and assumed intellectualism
strengthen many to outlast programs which must

In Chicago, except for wandering troupes of

cannote nothing to them but variegated sounds pour-

hackneyed sopranos and cackling tenors—and an

ing from 100 men onastage, led by a wildman with
long hair. ‘The mechanical habit of applauding

occasional revival—the opera is no more.

When

Mr. Samuel Insull withdrew both himself and his

every number, good, bad, or indifferent, with ap-

support from the Civic Opera, after his utility holding companies had “folded up their tents and crept
away silently into the night,’ the mammoth insti-

proximately the same volume, provides a suggestive
index to the caliber of audience discrimination at

tution of singers, lorgnettes, and new skyscraper
home faded into receiver’s red tape and door-shutting glue.
Any place where towns, either through love or
civic pride, maintain a symphony orchestra, the annual season brings along the inevitable annual drive

At any rate, true appreciation is rare, and what
are the appreciators compared to the vast number
for whom Wayne King means the acme of music.
Bringing the division closer home, just how many

for funds, and America’s professional music forever
lingers on the verge of crack-up.
Yet contrast this dolorous picture with other
random shots from the kaleidoscope that is our

country’s fluctuating life. In the early part of the
past September, 100,000 humans, lured by the magic
names

of Wagner,

Brahms,

Beethoven,

T'chai-

kovsky, sat in Chicago’s Grant Park under the
stars, listening to a free concert by the combined
musical talent of the city, headed by the symphony
orchestra. A lake Michigan northeaster was blowing chills over the Windy City, yet the crowd had
come, and to remain. If school teachers comprised
about half of it, it was nevertheless a crowd.
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the average concert.

college men, arts students included, know anything
about Wagner, much less know anything about his

music,
:
Apparenty a problem in our American music exists, beside the other pressing one of getting some

good music written. I remember reading a very
intelligent discussion by Dr. Frederick Stock, Chicago symphony conductor, comparing our orchestras with those of Europe. Just off the boat from
the Salzburg festival, he claimed to have been again
impressed with the vast superiority of the American symphony over the Continental, as far as organization and interpretation went.
Dr, Stock intimated that the orchestras of such
ciies as Berlin, Paris, London, were existing on the

store of reputation laid up before the war; but as

to finances—that was another matter and a particu-

ultimate triumph, the composer has reached again

larly contrasting matter. State subsidy is the European solution, and though it could just as easily

stable land in his voyage of ideas.
Evidently, only a mind which has resolved and
pondered over life’s problems can appreciate the
fullness of Wagnerian music, and most people in
the words of Artemas Ward “just ain’t built that

constitute the American solution, it probably won't.
Though the W. P. A. has started on this road with
subsidation of unemployed musicians, the Democrats or Republicans will likely use this art-support
as a party platform plank in the 1936 tussle. That
would definitey kill the possibility, and anyhow
someone, probably Mr. Hearst, would raise the old,

all-inclusive bugaboo-cry of socialism. Then too,
Viennese or Berliners or Parisians view their philharmonics and symphonies as necessary complements to their national cultural life. Americans

simply don’t, and many would seethe at the notion
of public taxes paying the wages of fiddlers and
tooters.

Jazz, with its aimless symcopation—pepped-up
rhythm, inane lyrics, and stolen melodies, has long
been branded by philosophic historians as the epitome of our culture and mode of life, particularly
its weaknesses. Arguing with the average person
about the relative merits of “hotcha” racket and
what is derisively dubbed “classical” music is completely a waste of time, energy and ideals—and for
that matter, Paul Whiteman and the litter of popular orchestra leaders that saturate night clubs, hotels, restaurants, theatres, serve a purpose. But they
have become associated with the popular concept
of “music,” and this restriction of a term is disas-

trous.

It makes people who listen to Guy Lom-

bardo and Jan Garber believe they are music lovers,

when they are really only rhythm, sweet-tone, and
pleasant-melody lovers.
Now I don’t imagine that every American can or
ever will appreciate Wagner, though this may
sound like snobbishness in a land of supposed democracy. Surely not every German comprehends his
great countryman. A certain intellectual scope is
essential, at least in the field of program music,

music with a theme, a meaning; and contrary to
certain adherents of the strict classical school, I

believe that every great piece of music is basically
programmatic, if only emotionally so. Who can
grasp the throbbing, pleading despair of Tristan
and Isolde without at least vicariously appreciat-

ing the mental attitude of Wagner, at the time of
composition under the shadow of Nietzschean pessimism. ‘The striving, unearthly sigh of the Liebestod is the cry of Wagner’s soul at what he felt to
be the everlasting separation of death, the cry of
natural hope against the hopelessness of such philo-

sophic nihilism. And when the light-flushed music
of Parsival, his last opera, sounds in consummate
contrapuntal genius, the note of Christian hope and

way.” Art—musical art—is not common, but it can

be much more popular than it is now, particularly
when it has to be paid for. And how can music,
symphony music in particular, be made popular
enough to be paid for. Orchestral technique requires little improvement. Merely listening for the
orchestration—which incidentally is about all many
of our arty so-called “tone pictures” possess—of
say the New York Philharmonic provides a sensual
treat. On the ballyhoo side, at the prompting of
some enterprising publicity manager, the musicians
might appear in sackcloth for the playing of the
Tannhauser Overture, in gipsy bunting for the
Hungarian Rhapsody, and so on; but the interpretive artistry is just about as artistic as it can get
without artificiality.
Program selection draws a different verdict. It
is very sad that press agents aren’t musicians and

musicians aren’t press agents. Without straining
one eye, programs completely inadequate and unwisely arranged are simple to discover. The aforementioned Grant Park concert in Chicago will long
remain a classic example of how golden opportunities are filtered into copper realities, of how the
wrong music at the wrong time can transform an
unusual possibility into a usual outcome. Here
were massed perhaps the best 250 musicians in
Chicago, the kind of orchestra for which Tchai-

kovsky must have composed his 1812 Overture,
with its exultant, booming, clanging, sky-lifting
finale. Still the most opportune selection the program arrangers could discover to climax a generally ill-chosen list was a Strauss waltz. Not that
Strauss waltzes aren’t music or even great music,
but they require no 250 players for just interpretation. When the last notes of the Viennese tempo
had faded, applause sounded scattered and perfunctory. Without a doubt, the conductor felt keenly

disappointed, but it wasn’t lack of appreciation,
only a vague feeling that the number had failed the
orchestral potentiality, which silenced the 100,000
auditors. What the Meistersinger’s Prelude could
have accomplished here!
This is major point number one in the music public building-up process: more thoughtful program
selection, utilizing the specific occasion for the specific composition.
Program content logically leads to repertoire content, and a definite policy in this regard is difficult
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to formulate.

Every conductor likes to give the

modern composer a “break,” and the leading sym-

phonies generally manage to stick in one new work
along the weekly way. Giving the modern American composer a “break” evidences generosity more

than the hope of discovering a new Beethoven, and
in the long run is liable to break the break-giver.
People won’t patronize bad music even when a
countryman is the bad composer. Of course, pushing to the other extreme, refusing anything but the
tried and accepted may discourage the greatest
genius.
The only happy medium is more discrimination

ler orchestrations. But when complex fugues, with
shrill clarinets masquerading for sighing violins,
pour from a symphonic band, the fugues become
foolish.

I remember once listening to some sixty wind
instruments reaching the apex of absurdity attempting the Prince and Princess movement of Rimsky-

Korsakoff’s Scheherazade Suite. With squeaky
reeds laying the soft, wonderfully smooth, velvet
tapestry for the seductive sweetness of this apogee

of the best in Orientalism, the only recognizable
part was the general melody, which part of the

musical composition, through the jazz influence,

by Toscanini, Stokowski, Koussevitsky, Stock, our

has become an obsession in this country, the sole

greatest conductors—who incidentally rank as peers
of any baton-wielders in the world. Certainly they
can judge whether a sheaf of notes equals music or
merely noise. The atonalists, who attempt to

criterion of musical value. A band is a band—but
it isn’t a symphony orchestra, and pretending merely deadens the critical faculty.
Those, briefly indicated, are the weaknesses in
American music from the musical side. The true
solution rests, however, in the potential audience.
As I have insisted, true music appreciation requires
an intellectual foundation. Only with a new profundity in mind-life can our musical organizations
be permanently secure in existence. Intimately
bound with our general cultural level, is the general
attitude to musical art—and whether we be gloomy

change an art to mathematics and harmony to God

knows what, may protest that conductors can’t
judge for the simple reason that they generally shun
atonalist cacophony.

This is no place to criticize

the new school of music. Undoubtedly it does add
more than one new note to the classical set-up, perhaps not every one sour.

Yet I shall place my trust

in the conductors.
That feature of our country, the symphonic band,
supposed to represent more portability than the or-

chestra, is a bad case of Americanism transplanted
into music. If we can’t have better symphonies, we
can at least have louder symphonic bands; and
anyone with ears realize how the latter can make
Wagner sound brassy. A band is a band—and a
fine thing when it sticks to marches and the simp-

Page sixteen

Spenglerians or not—future progress looms hazy

and dubious. Fifteen symphony orchestras on the
empty money chest; standardized education and industry have done for the rest!

Here I have discussed chiefly the symphony.
Opera presents unique problems requiring distinct

solution. Perhaps another article will treat this
second phase of American music.

Astronomy’s Tool, the Telescope
e By William Braun
The

writer,

an amateur

telescope

maker, gives us an interesting history

of the telescope, the tool of all astronomers. It might surprise our readers
to learn that the home-made telescope
of the present-day amateur far excels

the telescopes of Galileo.

i

and to be conversant with the revelations of astronomy in its divers phases is a privilege enjoyed by a
select few.

Perhaps more so to the amateur, than

to the professional astronomer, is a comprehensive
view possible.

The latter usually is a specialist in

a certain phase of inquiry and is thus denied the
opportunity to pursue to any length investigations
in other phases. Although, of course, the profes-

O be curious is one of man’s innate characteristics. In fact he is insatiably so. If this be
denied, how else shall we account adequately for

in its own way, the amateur’s part is more that of

the vast body of scientific knowledge which we
possess as a heritage from the past, and to which we
are adding in a seemingly ever-accelerating man-

things in the science that are within the range of
his limited means. Within the following discussion

ner?

‘I‘rue, many old doctrines suffer obsolescence,

we shall give due attention to the role of the ama-

being replaced by ones more appropriate to the current trend of thought, but on the whole there is
much that enjoys an unshakable and indubitable
permanence. Apart from the mystic’s manner of
reaching a sweeping conclusion in a single bound of

teur as a contributor to astronomical knowledge,

the intuition, the formulation of a scientific hypothesis is, for the sake of assurance, preceded by the
laborious collection of numerous data. The manner of collecting the data usually implies the utilization of instrumental means, whereby more refined and incontrovertible determinations are realized, for example: the thermometer, or if extreme

refinement is sought, the thermocouple is utilized by
the chemist wherever temperature enters into consideration; the biologist, in his study of minute organic structure, employs the microscope to aid and
amplify his vision; and the astronomer, in order to
cast his gaze across the oceans of illimitable space,

finds the telescope the means whereby he may, in
effect, accomplish this.
Presently we shall proceed to trace panoramically the history of the development of the astronomer’s tool, the telescope. However, before we do
so, let us first note with what the astronomer’s

study is concerned.
The science of astronomy embraces the forms,
sizes, masses, composition, distribution, motions,

and interrelations of the various bodies of the universe observable from this whirling, hurtling ball

sional’s study is more detailed and comprehensive
one who samples, now here, now there, of the good

and to how, as in many instances, he produces the
instrumental means wherewith his contributions
are realized.

Among its most treasured and ennobling of intelléctual attainments humanity may well number
astronomy, both as a science and as an inspirational source of the profoundest of cosmic insights.

We do not here mean to imply that other fields of
scientific investigation are barren from the cultural
standpoint, but rather that there is a cerain allurement attached to astronomy which it does not share
with the other sciences. ‘This allurement is subtle,
ill-definable, even ineffable. Its influence is insidious, and once experienced, leaves an indelible stamp

upon the individual conscience. Thereafter —if
there has been a concomitant spiritual awakening—
the individual will occasionally be the subject of a
psychical elation that shall serve as his emancipator, for now he shall regard in a different light those
worlds whose glimmers enhance and beautify the
darkness of his own world’s night.

He has become

a part—but one ever so insignificant—of the vast
universe he surveys, and no longer for him will be
sharply defined the realms of the organic and of the
inorganic. The suggestion of a oneness emerges,
and the universe as an intricate and extensive entity

is envisaged. Vast visions of overpowering splen-

It is evident that the task as-

dor, embracing multitudes of stars, nebulae, of universes upon universes, crowd in upon the intellect.

tronomers have set themselves is an ambitious one,

As it were, the categories we have mentioned above

of ours, the earth.
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as representing the astronomer’s domain of inquiry,
are integrated into a “wilderness of harmony,”
through which, in never-ending procession, flow in
orderliness ubiquitous myriads of scintillating stars.
Like a photograph focussed on a Milky Way region,
and that shows here in bold outlines innumerable
minute star images against a sky of blackest pitch,
and there stars in outlines less “contrasty” against

scope, thus produced, disclosed to their eyes when
he pointed it to the heavens existed in fact, and not
in fancy as devils or defects in the lenses.
The smooth, immaculate moon of Aristotle was

transformed as if by magic into a pitted and rugged
disc. Its surface was resolved into groupings of
crater-like formations, chains of mountains, and
large, apparently smooth areas of darker cast. Per-

a nebulous or star-massed background, so are stere-

haps, as later confusion and misunderstanding were

otyped on the mind visions similarly of all-encom-

to arise, it is unfortunate that, due to a lack of
power in his “optic tube,” Galileo interpreted the

passing grandeur. The imagination soars and plays
havoc with rationality; it finds a new realm of men-

tal diversion, a realm so strangely alien to that of

dark areas on the moon to be seas. In keeping with
this interpretation fanciful names were applied to

practical thought as to appear unnatural and incredible. The world and all things earthly drop
from immediate consideration, and on the feet of
detached thought the individual conscience wanders through the austere corridors of the astronomi-

graphical literature such nomenclature as the Mare
Serenitatis (Sea of Serenity), Mare Nectaris (Sea
of Nectar), Sinus Iridum (Bay of Rainbows), and

cal realm, there to muse and finally surrender itself to the impassionate, unswerving cosmic flow.
Astronomy furnishes, or rather supplements a
worldview. Its revelations are ingrained in the
thought of an age, and influence eminently the spirituality of men. Witness the revolt against the
Copernican theory when it was advanced in the
16th century, and later still, the upheaval in scien-

tific and religious circles by the view demonstrating as possible the existence of intelligent life on
an external world, Mars.

Although astronomy was established ona logical

basis before the advent of the telescope, it is beyond question that without that instrument as its
chief tool astronomy would never have developed

into the science we know it to be today, for it is
the telescope that extends our vision to far places,

and in effect narrows the spatial gulfs separating
earth from the orbs that surround it. Thereby our
vision is amplified, more worlds are brought within our ken, and detailed examination of nearby objects is rendered possible. Let us now, necessarily
in brief, review the development of the telescope,
from its early beginnings to its present-day eminence as science’s most valuable tool, keeping in
mind the words of Emerson, “Of all tools, the ob-

servatory is the most sublime.”
The invention of the telescope, resting as it did
upon the discovery of a Dutch youth in the early
1600’s, represented a most momentous step toward
enlightenment and the casting off of the enslaving
shackles of ignorance and superstition. When Galileo Galilei, down in Italy, heard of the discovery, he

immediately set to work to make for himself a
“magic glass.” First, he must grind two lenses, one
the objective lens, the other the eye lens; next, he

must mount them in a leaden organ pipe; and lastly,
he must convince the skeptical that what his telePage eighteen

his “seas,” and thus we find retained in seleno-

the like.
Turning his telescope upon Jupiter, and observ-

ing it upon successive nights, Galileo found that
planet to be encircled by a systm of four moons.
From night to night the motion of individual moons
produced relative shifts of position, and Galileo
could only conclude that here, in miniature, was the
solar system as envisaged by some few revolution-

aries before his day. The analogy has been carried further by the subsequent discoveries of five
additional satellites, until today there are nine

known moons in the satellite system of Jupiter.
As proof of his belief in the heliocentric (son-ascenter) theory of the planetary system, Galileo
pointed to the fact that the planet Venus passes
through phases as does our moon, and as it should,

since it is nearer the sun than is the earth. Then
too, he presumed, and correctly, that Venus does
not shine by reason of intrinsic light, but only by
reflecting a portion of the sun’s light which falls
upon it.
Where the unaided eye sees strewn across the

clear night sky the silvery mist of the Milky Way,
Galileo’s telescope revealed innumerable hosts of
tiny sparkling stars. Here was visual proof for the
idea that had been held by some one before him.
Man’s vision had suddenly overstepped its natural
bounds. Previously unseen worlds, even worlds undreamed of, heaped themselves into his ken. Gali-

leo fashioned more than one telescope, and his largest collected about 80 times as much light as the
naked eye, and magnified about 30 times. Its aperture was barely two inches. It showed stars 80
times fainter than the faintest visible to the unaided
eye, and for every star his naked eye could discern,
Galileo’s telescope revealed about a hundred others.
No small wonder, then, at his astonishment when

he first turned this glass upon the “Milky Way!”
- Wonders upon wonders heaped themselves upon

the bewildered brain of Galileo—in his own words,
“I’m quite beside myself with wonder.” In observing the sun, he found its seemingly unblemished
surface to be marred by dark spots which moved
from east to west across the disc. So, even the sun
was not immovable, but it, too, rotated on an axis,

swayed helplessly and refused to remain fixed upon
the object being observed.
Despite their unwieldy nature, these “Long
Johns” of the old astronomer made important contributions to the growing science of astronomy. In
the hands of Huyghens, Casini, and Hooke, emi-

even as does the earth in the Copernican system,
to which Galileo adhered.
Galileo with his telescope had opened an untrod-

nent physicists of the 17th Century, they first revealed the true nature of the well-known ring system about the planet Saturn, disclosed five of the

den field superabundantly rich in discoverable mar-

nine now known satellites of the Saturnian system,

vels. ‘There spread before him a mine of unfathomable intellectual wealth, which his pioneer investigations barely scratched, but which struck a note
that shall resound through the ages. One likes to
muse upon what might be his reactions if the Galileo of the 17th century should return in the flesh to
the present. His telescopes were quite imperfect
at best, since the art of lens grinding was in his day
in its infancy. In fact, it is probably no exaggera-

nad showed for the first time dark markings on the
planet Mars. These markings are so permanent
and unmistakable that we today can recognize them
as the objects which Hooke and Casini observed
and drew in 1666. From their observations of the
movements of the dark markings across the Martian disc, these two observers deduced a rotation

were of the crudest possible construction in that
they consisted of but the barest essential optical elements. ‘They were of the refracting type, consisting of a large single lens that collected and refracted, or bent, the incoming light of the object

period of a little more than 24 earth-hours duration.
Sir Isaac Newton had considered the chromatic
aberration of the refracting telescope to be incurable. His conclusion in this respect is quite curious, in view of his genius, but that a solution to the
problem was possible was practically demonstrated,
in 1733, by Chester More Hall who constructed a
telescope having a compound-objective lens. Two
lenses of different types of glass possessing the
requisite characteristics were combined to form the
objective. It seems that subsequently John Dolland, independently of Hall, discovered the same
procedure the latter had employed. In 1758 he set
about utilizing the limited means at his disposal to
produce optical glass of predetermined requisite

under observation and formed a much reduced and

characteristics.

tion to say that the home-made telescope of the

present-day amateur would provide our reincarnated Galileo with many a thrill. After this humble
introduction to modernity in telescope construction,
let him visit with us some prominent observatory.
Then, truly, his admiration for the progress since his
humble beginnings would know no bounds.
As we have implied above, Galileo’s telescopes

inverted image of the object at the eye-end of the
telescope. This first lens is known as the objective
lens, since it is the one which faces the object. The
image formed by it is then magnified by a simple

magnifying lens termed the eyepiece.
A fact soon realized in Galileo’s day was that the
refracting telescape—or simply refractor\—was lim-

ited in size by certain shortcomings of the singlelens objective. Every object observed with it was
surrounded by an aura of color due to chromatic
aberration, or color defect, of which the single lens
is guilty. The image formed lacked sharpness in
consequence. ‘To obviate this fault as much as possible, telescopes were made very disproportionately long. Telescopes of five or six-inches aperture
were not uncommonly made as long as one or twohundred feet. No tube intervened between the objective lens and the eyepiece. The lenses were simply mounted upon great poles strengthened by guy
ropes, and clumsily manipulated by systems of
ropes, pulleys, and winches. Observations were
necessarily restricted to windless, as well as to
cloudless nights, for in a wind the contraptions

Dolland met and surmounted many

difficulties which confront even the modern glass
maker. ‘The glass, when it left his furnace, had to
be flawless and of great purity. He made numerous experiments to find just what mixture of sand
would produce the finest glass. ‘The fruits of his
labors were a number of small telescopes, none of
which exceeded six inches in aperture. These telescopes, although they fell quite short of perfection,

demonstrated as possible the construction of refracting telescopes giving a colorless, or nearly colorless image. ‘To add to the importance of the
achievement, telescopes could now be made with
more conservative lengths.

It became the custom

—and is true in the present day—to make the focal
length (which determines and approximates the
of the telescope tube) of the objective about fifteen

times its aperture. Accordingly, for a 5-inch lens
he focal length is 75 inches, or 64% feet. Compare
this figure with the 100 to 200-foot lengths of the
telescopes of Casini and of his contemporaries.
Truly, from an economical standpoint, a most sig-

nificant advance had been made.
While the refractor was developing into a more
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efficient instrument of research, another type of
telescope had established a foothold and was un-

dergoing a parallel development. About 1670 Sir
Isaac Newton presented to the Royal Society a
small model which embodied the principles of the
modern reflecting telescope, or simply reflector.
The model contained a disc of metal, the surface of
which had been ground slightly concave and afterwards highly polished. This mirror rested at the
bottom of a tube which was left open at the opposite end. Now, just as the lens of the refractor

serving—as does the observer with the refractor—
but looks through the eyepiece which is placed at
the side of the telescope tube.
Curiously enough, Newton did not foresee a
promising future for the telescope which his tiny
model typified and anticipated. Perhaps it was because of the fact that the methods of grinding and
polishing mirrors were in his time in a rudimentary

forms a much reduced and inverted image of the
object under observation, so the concave mirror

and awkward stage.
Improvement followed upon improvement. About
a hundred years after Newton made his contribution to the Royal Society, a certain gifted musician
took up and subsequently developed to a high de-

forms an image which, however, is cast in the di-

gree the art of telescope making.

rection of the object to a focus in front of the mirror. Since the eyepiece cannot be focussed upon

ingly referred to as the “Father of Modern Astron-

this image directly, as the observer would obstruct
the passage of the incoming light, a small plane
mirror is fixed within the upper end of the telescope
tube, and is so adjusted as to reflect to the side of

the tube the cone of light coming from the mirror.
Thus the observer does not face the object he is ob-

omy,” William Herschel of Hanover, enthusiastically undertook to construct for himself telescopes

more powerful than any ever before known. To do
justice to him and to his successors will require a
distinct article.
In the next issue we shall resume the discussion
and bring up to date the history of telescope making.

n April Day
By Lola S. Morgan
Once on a time God grew weary of days
Traveling on in their usual ways.
He took a dawn made of roses and air,
Fastened the sun for a gem in her hair;
He made a dream into beautiful hours,
Dressed them in lilacs, the sweetest of flowers;

He sprinkled a song into silver starlight,
And gave the pale moon as a blossom to Night.
When He had finished He wrote on the sod,

“This is my verse made for Youth by its God.”
And when He put His new poem away
He gave it for title “The First April Day.”

Page twenty

Sometimes lov-

MANY THANKS, RALPH.
I PICKED
UP THAT| \I HAVE A FEW MORE
METAL PIPES IN
ANTIQUE
MY COLLECTION
PIPE IN

ITALY FOR YOU,
ITS THE FIRST

:

THIS METAL PIPE COMES FROM
BURMA, THE ASIATICS USE
SO MUCH METAL WORK,ITS
NOT SURPRISING TO FIND
PIPES MADE OF VARIOUS

ORES -.----

PIPE MADE OF

STEEL I EVER

AN

Ws

I

eo

ADDS

AN OOD PIPE TO
HIS COLLECTION

TAKE THIS CHINESE
WATER-PIPE, FOR
EXAMPLE — A
LOVELY THING OF

_-AND HERE'S A RATHER
TRICKY JAPANESE PIPE,
ALSO OF SILVER, BUT

TRIMMED WITH IVORY

SILVER INLAID
WITH ENAMEL

I'LL BET THATI]

OPINIONS DIFFER

COPPER PIPE||ABOUT PIPES, BUT ITS
FROM SUMATRA] SMOKIN’ PRINCE
WOULD GIVE |ALBERT REGULARLY
A MIGHTY HOT

SMOKE

THAT MAKES A PIPE
ONE OF LIFES
GREAT JOYS
AND Comrorts!

, SOEee

© 1986,

Pipe smokers who make pals out of
their pipes agree that Prince Albert
is the tobacco for breakin’ "em in—
and for forever after, too. P. A. is
tobacco at its friendliest —cakes
nicely in the bowl—smokes sweet
and cool and satisfying. P.A. is

“crimp cut” for slow burning—does
not bite the tongue. The big red tin
holds 50 pipefuls. You needn’t risk
a cent trying this princely smoke.
Just take advantage of our no-risk
offer. And P. A. is swell “makin’s”
for roll-your-own cigarettes.

TA
a
a
: i Neva a)

RINGE! sala| a
senna
(Sic

THE BEST “BREAK” A PIPE CAN GET

i

SXIORIR
ROR
SSS
SRR

O
**You must be pleased’’

Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don’t find it
the mellowest, tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the

pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at any time within a month from this date, and we will refund full purchase price,

THE NATIONAL
JOY SMOKE!

SHRIMP, CUT,
vena

Me AUACL
Ad sealst
|TOBACC Ol).
eaary

Ahem

||

a

Ete pureed
en

YOUUN
YENanoeReseREAe il

a B; ne

5() pipefuls of
fragrant tobacco in every
2-oz. tin of Prince Albert

Don Those Tails!
© By Vivian Hillman
If you’re a girl who actually likes dating college men who habitually wear
corduroy slacks, pork-pie hats, or
soiled white shoes the year ’round,
watch yourself —there’s something
wrong with you.

@ What a year this 1936 is turning out to be!
After the revival of the long extinct motor veil had

tricked us into believing that this Leap Year of ours
was to be of the homey, old-fashioned variety, New
York’s swank set completely revolutionized our so-

I: all began when a well-meaning author submitted for publication, in the mid-December
issue of Vogue magazine, an article on the intimate
likes and dislikes of the average college man in regard to his more fragile campus companions. ‘The

collegiates’ views were warm and plentiful.

The

fair sex retaliated with a deluge of letters even
warmer and more numerous.

cial life by introducing the ultra-modern “swing”
music. Now stiffen your spine and prepare for still
another cataclysm. The day has passed when you
may fashionably lament your favorite complex.
The current smart thing is to develop a “phobia.”
This phobia rage has decided possibilities. Personally, I’ve always desired a venerable ancestor to
flaunt in the face of one particularly pompous acquaintance. Imagine my delight in discovering that
Peter the Great and I are mental-cousins in our fear

Indeed, the cries of the antagonized co-eds became so obvious that Vogue finally decided to rectify their unintentional favoritism by printing the
co-eds’ opinion of their masculine classmates. Col-

of height, or “acrophobia.”
But acrophobia is really a rather trite character-

lected from East, South, North, and West the sen-

Peter, and perhaps you’d rather indulge in a good

timents taste slightly of local color and I’m not at
all sure that some of our native daughters didn’t
succumb to temptation and unburden their own sor-

rowful souls.

Or it may be that college men are

college men despite looks, language, or locality.
It might not hurt local men to note that the al-

most unanimous fault found with masculine garb
was the obvious lack of ease in formal attire. Tails, in
in fact, the obvious lack of formal attire. Tails, in

the eyes of the modern miss, do things for any man,
and you're a lucky man if you can’t stand a little
do-ing..
One outraged contributor summed up

my own sentiments precisely: “I get all dressed
up in my best formal dress, and then he can come
along in his little gray suit.”
“Cords”—corduroys to you—head the list of pet
peeves, but are given a good run for their money
by white shoes in winter, pork-pie hats, white and
slightly drooping socks, crew hair cuts, and tooshort trousers.
Then, with womanly vicissitude, the once-indig-

nant ladies cast a one hundred per cent vote to declare: “We wouldn’t marry anyone but a college
man unless there was a law.”
fage twenty-two

istic, even when shared with Russia’s renowned
case of acousticophobia, aversion to noise, with

Mohammed, or agoraphobia, distrust of the wide
open spaces, with Heywood Broun. And then there
are always the aelurophobia-ites, the under-bedlookers.

If you’re one, don’t let it bother you; it

may even indicate genius.

Shakespeare did it too!

@ College girls, even the most infantile of us,

occasionally suffer acute attacks of worldly wise
sophistication. It’s really a sort of matured form
of measles and the results are sometimes quite authentic. Recently, while in the throes of the malady, I guilelessly tricked a saleslady into mistaking
me for a prospective customer! And what a show
I got for my money!
The things that woman could do with a nondescript blue print dress were bizarre.
Somewhere,
sheltered beneath layer upon layer of gay colors,
she discovered a touch of lightest green. Immediately matching green gloves and purse appeared to
weaken my already tottering determination. A
huge cartwheel straw in navy and green completed
an effect gay, spontaneous, and young—and should
serve as an inspiration for that 1935 print.

College Clippings
I did not know before that—
At the University of Akron a survey was made
on what professors do with their hands when lecturing. It was found that some professors used
their hands as though they were lariats, others had
the habit of clasping them as though they intended
to pray.
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W. J. McCormick, of Torono, invented an electric

“smoker” that heats tobacco to the smoking point
without causing it to burn. Quite a Scotch idea!
461s +
Huron College in Onario, Canada, is the smallest
college in the world with a total enrollment of
twenty.

s+

hes

The Japanese are selling bottled beer in Germany
for less than the German brewers pay for empty
bottles.
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Dr. A. J .Williams, professor of geology on the
Oklahoma A. and M. campus, has had an 8 o’clock

class every school day for the past 20 years and
likes it. No case of eight-o’clock-ophobia with him!
es
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Approximately 300,000 students in the United
States are being enabled to continue their college
education through the NYA act. Illinois and California are the states having the most students aided.
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The University Daily Kansan prints the names
of professors who keep their classes overtime.
x

that can be seen five miles away. Fifty-five clocks,
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The University of West Virginia has a Fi Batar
Capper mock honorary organization. To be eligible
for membership one must not have the remotest
possibility of being elected to Phi Beta Kappa.
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Dr. C. P. Boner, physics professor at the University of Texas, serves coffee and doughnuts midway through three-hour final examinations—and all
on Dr. Boner! ©
Kee
ee
The University of Minnesota has installed lefthanded classroom chairs, left-handed pencil sharp-

eners, and left-handed scissors for—left-handed students.
‘cs see 8

At the Sorbonne, Paris’ 700-year university, there
are neither football teams, fraternities, nor student
proms.
‘+
¢£ *
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A chemistry apron will be awarded to the University of Minnesota’s sloppiest chemistry student
at the “Molecular Whirl,” the chemical students’
annual dance.
Runners-up will receive rubber
sleeves.
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Wrist straps, loaded with dry ice for the purpose
of keeping the body cool during hot weather, have
been designed at Purdue University.
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A sure sign of age (as distinguished from maturity) is the inability to respect an opinion that differs from one’s own.

in addition, are installed in the same building.
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The University of Vermont presents a book on
etiquette to every male student.

Re

The University of Texas has a clock 12 feet in
diameter erected in the administration building
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A European paper-maker published a completely
printed newspaper made from a tree which he had
cut down two and one-half hours before.
OR

Ok |OK

Because of an article in The Quadrangle, the

covered that the average male student removes
1,380,000 little pieces of hair from his face in the

weekly student publication at Manhattan College,
denounced Alfred E. Smith for turning against
Franklin D. Roosevelt, a March issue was suppressed and destroyed by the president of the col-

course of a year’s shaving.

lege.

A reporter at the University of Wisconsin dis-
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